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The young man knelt by his side and watched him
till his friend fell asleep.

" Good, very good," murmured Sonjo. <c He breathes
heavily. Now I will leave him in order that I
may fetch a doctor. All will be well with Takahama
presently." Then he left the house.

Takahama had not fallen into a deep slumber.
Soon after Sonjo had left him he opened his eyes and
looked about the room.

" Ah ! " said he, " I have been ill, but I am well
now. I wonder how long I have been ill."

His thoughts troubled him.  After a pause he
cried: c( Oh, I have been neglecting my love ! How
long have I been neglecting her ? I pray with all
my heart for strength now. Lord Buddha, hear
me. I must go to the cemetery. I must go now,
now."

With difficulty he crossed the matting and took
out all the flowers from a vase at his bedside. With
uncertain steps he walked down the garden path and
into the cemetery.

He knelt down by the moss-covered tomb. " These
are the last flowers I shall be able to bring you,
beloved, the last time I shall pour you out fresh
water.  Akiko, you understand, you understand.
I am stepping forth into a new and glorious
garden where the flowers never fade, where I shall
find you. See, the incense floats to you. It is like
the garments you used to wear."